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the meadow Denies the dying year" and where
A Prospect of Swans recalls

Right near the town's black smoke-towers and the roar
Of trains bearing the sons of man to war,

a " picture of some first divine intent," a primaeval
pattern of unity now lost. The spirit of Walton
and Cotton breathes through Dovedale on a Spring
Day, and all this poetry is enriched by acquaintance
with the best in literature (Gibbon : in the Margin;
To the Memory of Coleridge}. He appreciates the
sterling worth of men he knows (Octogenarian, One
Kind of Artist, The Boy on Leave) and what wins
him is not the bombast of Tigranes but

A gentleness, a strength, the way
That first was meant the heart of man
Should go when meeting the unsolved hours,
And so few can.    (The Fine Nature.)

If at times he wonders whether man is one of
Nature's failures (Nature and the Lost), it is without
Hardy's bitterness. For the second war has not
destroyed his hope ; there are still good men and
wise ; we still respond to the beauty of the world ;
and " the announcement of unfaltering love " fills
him with joy. His later lyrics have perfected a
freedom and sureness of phrase and lilt:

Graces in the air, or from earth or wave

Have taken me, wooed me along,

And made my memory a happy slave,

Set the range of my saying or song.    (Among all these.)

The  satiric  parodies  in  Mr Herbert  Palmer's
Cinder Thursday (1932) were critical manifestations